I    ASK    YOU   .   .   .
sickly thinker, formed his own slaves, before the war, into
a self-governing miniature republic, letting them do their
own punishing before a tribunal of their own. Not a single
vote in favour of slavery could be found in the convention
that settled the constitution of California, though a large
proportion of the voters were Southerners. It had become
evident to many of the planters that they would be better
off if they hired free negro labour than if they had to be
responsible for the complete support of hosts of relatively
idle retainers largely for the sake of pomp and circumstance*
It was, in fact, merely the friction set up by the professional
moralists that hardened the planters in their ways. Un-
threatened slavery must have died of itself; threatened and
violently abolished, it has ruined the world.
And it has to be remembered that the planters were
perfectly honourable holders for title of a difficult class of
merchandise. They were in the position of myself when
W. H. Hudson upbraided me for keeping—in as luxurious a
manner as I could devise—African finches in London. What
was I to do with them? I could not re-export them to
Africa. If I did they would be unable to subsist, having been
born in captivity. I treated them better than they were
treated by the bird merchants. They were certain of food,
they had plenty of space in which to fly, they were protected
from the hawks, reptiles, and rodents, the fear of whom
made their lives miserable in their original homes that they
had not seen for generations.
I know that there is a further commercial argument that
could be employed against me—but the planters were not
very wicked people if they did not perceive that. And for
the rest the situations of my finches and their negroes were
almost exactly parallel. They could well ask what, if they
expelled from the luxurious cages their idle dependants . . .
what would become of them. What indeed? They would
have but one resort—to become the paid, un-slave employees
of the North. . . . But by 1855, in New York alone, there
were more than ten thousand destitute children of industrial
workers roaming the streets in bands. . * . Does that not
have a rather familiar sound to-day?

